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Gretehen Und Me Go Oud.

RY CARL PRETEEL.
Dook der pabers, shudge, und write dis ting
vheindd, -
Mine haose he vas so oraky on ackound Gretohen

und me go ouwl ¢

For dwendy yoars already
der dence,

But now I dink ids bossdr ven wo vas lookt to-
godder lonse,

we lif so hubby like

Dem marriage tings makes a4 man und woman
ONE You o8,

But Jder tuyfel minesell he dond could told vhich
vas der oONE to be

I dook dot vooman for hesser, vell, she dooks me
for vorser. Loo,

We Iu!'u-‘ll-lw odder bluindy vell, dot vas der ting
o do,

She dond vas pooty for nice, shudge, but ghe vas
bully forshtrong,

Und ofer | hadnd peliofed id, 1 dond voad seen
OMe WrOng ;

So T shhenks mir Gratohen
Ge vas =ibenk mit e,

Und wo u our segloosions vop dot wo nefer
ould degree,

y Jeedle times, nnid

TR

Who ish der matter, vot ¥ py shinks, I dend could
snid,

Der long years behindt, for dis, go blaindy, hubby
hped,

Bat, odder of a somehow, dot ting vay yoost blaid
nnt,

Mine frow got a fliedation of der heart so vorser
like der gout,

Yah, vah, dats 20, und T dells you dis ting for
irue,

Do vimmems, ofery one,
mit you ;

Dhere hearts got ehanges like der moon, vay ub
py dot ghky

Waod ofery time vas got o man in dot, how ap vas
dot for bhigh ?

could voost make lool

Shure ting, shudge, blease make down wat |
shboealks mit you,

Mine frow vas o pooly menn veomnns in
tings, und meaner in odders too ;

1 only finds u vie oxecndricks ont
cuhble wooks or dhree,

Wnd I dells vou vat it is, shudae, dots who ish der
teason mit me.

10 e youst n

Dond Took of me mit dot tone of voice, but make
down voost vat | iy,
I vants me lsckt out fon Gretehen, und dot, t
richt nvay :
I you vant to found you out who vas der rea
son mit das,
vall, shudge, dot vas a coorious ting, but you
know how voursell it vas,

04,

Some edider feller vas got him the lo of mine
(iretchen now,

Vell, he vas got mine sympudy, und she could
been his frow,

Der olt lofe vas all co died, demm hearts vas oolt

like ledt,
Daod it vas vy who igh der reason dis ting vas all
g dedt

But dots der vay, und dermore you 1if der longer
yvon find it out,

Der oxeendricks of dem vimmons vooid make you
Infe unid showil,

But dot m
ery und fret

L yoort dink me, «
deT VAS=er s don

ik e o notting tiference, 1 dond vill

oost 20 good flsh in
topalled out yet,

ME MYSTERIOUS CASE OF
FRIEND BROWNE.

Fram Harper

MY

Lgwaiin
How bitterly enlil it was in New York
evening ol the 4th of February,
| was sitting in front of a snug
coal fire M my o Ay little library in
Washineton Souare, | am gomoewhat
1 e what 1s ":II.'--I
lovee with my whole heart
ie old, qunint, and 1
lln\ are 1nscin 'Tit'.:,"

o me 1n :-!'-'-q-lllti-"l as they
"Iill'-'ll"ll"i“t ¢
and worm o eaten

merits they may )
me,

on Lhe

1871 !

inelined book-
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witsfavar

the
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way of books,

bindings
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ant
0
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) I ithe

naitteren 10 IF'o bo sueos *,[."
hev must he old,

Omn this especial evening my h
vies complete. Duaring tin :
determ 1';' | to hirnve Tll" winter wind in
search of some new antig ity of litera
somethinge that uld be exoed P
wonally rageed, obiseure, and aromatie.

Accordingly 1 betook mysell (o my fa

1
SHit
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rovite rerort in such emergencis the
old  second-hand bookstore in Ann
street, and, after ransacking abeut for

v while, I Lit upon what seemed to ben
number of old, decayved letters bound
up to ether, andd by a time
worn leather cover,

Hore was a prize mmdeed ! With trem
bling eagerness | inquired the price,
anid felt offended alimbst at being told it
! Willingly would [ have
HE lllli:'i:. il::-{ it

proteciea

vas ten cent
given o hundred times
"'ll‘li :--1\ d I'.;;[
wore always prone to trample upon
pearls, and paid my ten cents in silence.

Fhen, pl

my innermost breast pocket, | harried

homewnrd through the biting wind.
Supper over, I ensconced myself in

my big cagy-chair, and prepared for

into the realms of antiguity,

SR prign
5 slready hinted, we pro-

My centre,

tected by a glowing fire, my right flank |

lefended by my last half bottle of rave

old port wine, my left wing strength- | seen a ghost!”

ened by n time-honored pipe ol fragrant | Browne started and looked at me for
Latakin, and mv rear brought up by a moment; then bhe dropped into my
judicious arrangement of cushions and | easy-chair (fromn which | had inecau
springs,  Every thing being ready, [ | tiously risen to give him welcome), |

drew forth my precious budget, and the
campaign bepgan,

Aflter o little general skivmishing and
reconnoitering, in which long practice
and axperience had vendered me an
adept, | began to gain an insight into
what had at first glance appeared some-
what involved. The papers (econsisting
of copies of let'ers and extracis from a
journal) contained a story of three indi
viduals—two men and a woman—who
lived about a hundred and fifty years
ago, Ume p--.-ni::n cirenmstance wis
noticeable which considerably added to
the obscurity of this tale—all the proper

names had been omitted. A blank
apace was left for each one, Even the
person (a friend, apparently, of the
chiel' actor in the drama) who had

copied and arranged the original letters
and papers was as nameless as the rest,
But by dint of inserting initials in these
blank spaces, and poting down here an
event and there a date, 1 gradually ar-

t'a\r’f"li at o t"t‘al]ll»lf'ill‘lxh:’lr!l 0l [hl' main |

points of the story, which (for I shall

resist the temptation {o transeribe it in

the original words) ran somewhat as
follows :

Early in the | century a man, |
M , was residing in the vicinity of

what was then the flourishing town of
New York. He was an enterprising and

successinl young farmer, who, barring
the fact that he was an orphan and un
matrried, gvanted nothing to l"l‘n]-l-‘-:--

his felioity bable that the

It seems pi

very [uot of hiz having so little to desire
put 1l into e head that be needed a
wile—some one to take charge of his
household stfiirs, receive him with a
kiss and smile on hix return from the
-1'1'.' work, an i ben hiim .'-_a:|'<h--.i ':'-ii'J
shonld ran=mit his name to posterity, |
such n one he believed himeelf to have
found in the pemon of Misa 1 . i
young lady belonging to one of the best |

families in the neighborhood, The Pt

enta, well-to-do people, readily gave their |
he young farmer's suit ; she |

Consent to |t
hersell v med o nvor ir'-]ll .l“'i !i'i';li-
rocit and everything

1
e hi2 alleclion

y ancient, |

K1 || |

| reflocted that swine |

wcing my purchase carelully in |

ccimed to prophesy a spesdy and happy
murriage,

At this point B—— made his appear
ance on the seene,  He was at this time
s lawyer of fair standing and repute
young, good-looking, and, for those days,
well versed in the arta and usages of
polite society. Hetained as eounsel by
the H family in a lawsuit, on its
termination in their favor he gradually
advanced from the position of legal ad-
viser to that of a trusty and intimate
friend ; and in the heart of one at least
in the family he seems to have stood
higher still,

Une morning M—— came down to
New York, went to the jeweler's, and
| bought a handsome gold ring, which he
| PUrpos d presenting to Lis mistress as a

}'!l'tl;_'v of their .‘lplnru:u‘hill,'_' union.
| But that union was destined never to
| tnke place, On resching her house he
found every thing in wild confusion:
the young lady had eloped the night
previous with the traitor B——, and no
one knew whither., M returned to
his farm, moody and sullen, and from
that hour was an altered man, The ring
which the falsehood of Miss H had
defrauded of its original purpose he
wore always thereafter around his neck
| and next his heart ; and surely, if there
be poison in the evil passions and un-
hallowed emotions of the human soul,
we can almost believe them to have
hardened into the gold and erystallized
into the gems of that engagement-ring!

Meanwhile B—— and his wife found
little difficulty in obtaining the ijorgive-
ness and favorof the Hl—— family ; and
at the decease of the old people they
inherited half the estate, the remainder
going toan only son, at that time absent
in Europe. M——, however, kept en
tirely aloof [rom them until the time of
his death; but shortly before that event
he sent to B—— a letter pwofessing for-
giveness and n desire for reconciliation,
| and inclosing the engagement-ring 4s a
| pledge thereof., But, for whatever rea-
| son made, this pledge seems ta have
| been insincere; for of .lllf' same date is
’.“ll extract from M—'s journal con-
|

tnining these words ;

“ Being nowe sicke past hope of re.
coverie, | doe herebye declare my on-
|'l\;-Tl,'_'l' Hatred toward B -, himselfe
[and his posteritie forever; and I pray
Goad that my Revenge Le fullilled to the
Uttermoste—yen, at the Perill of mine
own Soule! Amen.”
| These words, dreadful in any case, but
[ doubly s0 as coming from a dying man,
cloged the collection., A note, written
apparently hy S -, the compiler, add-
el that M——— had been buried in Trin-
{ ity Churchyard, and thal the tombstone
ahove him bore this IlN‘-l'l'.[dE-IlI:

*In memory of —— M—,

Who died February o, 1771,
Requiescat in pace,”

I laid down the manuscri
Ot i _'.,"Ii.l-- ol '-\'.l]l'..l“l{ "II-I'I'
The omi=sion of all the na
pru sled me. What -i};jrt'! could
privpers III.;\'I']"'P'" l'l']l' cted r--l.'.lllll"‘-‘ to
VOW O vengeance, and the
led to and justified it?
without the names, was it not void
gdentlicance 7 True, the omission
obably  greatly inercased the
of the manuscript’s being pre
Ny but
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| preservation @l thie eXpense ol iddentifi

cntion (n the other
hane, was it likely that M——, at the
moment of dissolution, would Lave
prayed for vengeance on
even at peril of his own soul, und have
cuused the prayer to be '.l'rlllt'll i_itm‘li,
without any purpose whiatever? De.
cidedly not! How Lhe had intended or
expected hisrevenge to be accomplishecd
wus bevond my comprehension ;o per
| baps he deemed the ring o sort of talis
man, enabling his disembodied spirit to
h.;;;;,! Lin .|1.1-11I’-i my g
{ of port and set it down, A little wine
me imaginative |
While debating whether to light a
fresh pipe my bedeoom candle,
loud ring at the door bell zeftled the
question for me. * Who the deuce ean
coming here at this time of night !
[ grunted, rabbing my eves and yvawn-
ing. A knoek at the door heralddd the
entrance of my friend Browne. 1 had
pot =cen bim for a week or two, but he
could not have changed more in ns muny
I was quite startled at his up
pearianoe,
"‘;ll'l'i

eluimed,
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Heavens, Browne!" | ex
“Why, vou look as if’ you'd

l".llll'lf hi‘- l"."m\\'.- LR 5 ]'al-i I‘\“l'l = :\Nli 11!.—
head on his hands, gazed gloomily into
the fire for a few moments, and then
saitd, in a low, awestruck voice, very
ditferent from his usual brisk, lively
lone:

“Andso I have Simpson !

| was completely unnerved,
thig evening | had known Browne as a
| rising young barrister, clever, sensible,

and always in good spirits,

| guch n man as he coming in suddenly
and deliberately at that hour of the
night and solemnly ssserting that he
| had seen a ghost, was enough to un-
nerve any body, | was at a loss what
to say, and therefore said the very last
| thing | meant 1o : 1 usked him to have
| | :,'|.1.-~- ol winel

Browne, without a word, filled my
glnss to the brim, drained it, filled it
again, and drained that, looking all the
while as iff he were going to be hanged.
But [ begun to look rather serious my-
sell then,

o .“iml-wm," said Brewne, ‘|l.-f'r;u‘lvrl]}'
again gazing into the fire, 1 sha'n't
blame you for being ineredulous,
[ should have been myself—if | hadn't
ween it with my own eyes !

[ began to feel a little nervous, |
[ think. Prow.ae was a larger man than

I, and if, as | believed, his mind was
tfected, hie Illlghf become violent at
iy moment., | felt that the wisest
plan would bLe to humor him.

O course,” 1 suid, ** that alters the |

CAse,
.\b';‘!lt I’-]'uwlu- fixeed his eves on me
and nodded silently., How pale and
strange he looked ! Agnin he took the
bottle, filled the glass and drained it
Positively it was becoming unplensant,
Wine was the worst thing for one in his
condition, and —there were not
than three glassfuls left in the bottle,
| “ Don't you think,” I began, * that
vou'd better''—
“ 1 will,” exclaimed Browne, abrupt-
: “and as l-l‘i-‘-!‘_\ 15 posgible, It hap-
You knew |
Mammill,

1
| pened in this way :
B:Ig.‘ngu'll to Miss

pt, poured |

enemy, |

ntil I

The idea of

A

more |

Was |
Well, I | away voice.

went down there the other day to give
her the engagement ring, It was a
queer, old-fnzhioned thing that I found
in a secret drawer of a desk that had
belonged to some great great-grandfa-
ther of mine, but handsome enough for
all that, I put it on her finger, and
told her how it haM been in our family
a hundred years for all | knew, but that
she was the first who'd ever worn it
Oh, how sweet and lovely she looked as
she put her hands in mine, and prom-
ised me that as long as she lived she
would remain true to the giver of that
ring! And yet, even as she spoke the
words, it seemed to me she shuddered
convulsively and turned pale; and at
the same moment i felt a sudden chill
and borror at my own heart.  But we
both shook it off, whatever it was, and
parted as usual, except that when |
kissed her | could not be sure whether
I had really touched her lips or not."

“ | must say, Browne," remarked I,
for my nervousness was beginning to
puss off, and | felt sleepy and in no de-
gree inclined to listen to a lover's rhap-
sodies, “1 don't see any thing in all this
to warrant you in—"

I did not finish my protest; I was
too much engaged in watching Browne
fill and drain another glass of my port,
I resolved not to interrupt him again,

“When | ealled the next evening,”
continued he, * I noticed a change in
her at once. 1 know not how to de-
geribie it. It was not o much that she
was cold to that she seemed
chilled herself, Her affections, her
emotions, appeared in a manner par-
alyzed, She scemed to elude my grasp,
go to speak ; 1 couldn’t reach her; 1 felt
as if some nameless, impalpable, but
insurmountsable barrier had grown up
between us sinee the duy before. And
several times | turned around, under
the impression that somebody else was
in the roorn, Her eyes wore a kind of
aud, hopeless, distant expression, as if
she felt that some one or something
were tuking her away from me. Yet
«till she wore the ving on which she had
sworn to be true to the giver; but I saw
her look at it once, and it may have
been my luncy, but I thought she shiv-
ered, and grew even paler than before.”

= Nf'-t]l‘.“'_' bt headaclhie on Ler
!-'Ill, and all'ii,',:a' tion on yours, tln_-l-:'nli
upon it,” growled I, forgetting my reso-
lution. But Browne didn't take any
wine this time. He e_)!ll}' .-&i;.fiu'll ]ie'u\‘lif
and shook his head,

*The next day—yesterday,” he went
on, *“1 resolved to call early, take her
out to walk, and trust to open air and
exercize to set everything right; for |
could not, would nol, believe that my
Illl'l!ll-'*-'lnll'- ol llu- ll".l\' before ll:lll in‘--n
anything but a morbid funcy. |1 felt
quite reispivited, and walked rapidly
nlong up Fifth avenue toward her house.
She lives, vou know, corner of the ave.
‘ nue and Fifty-lirst street, 1 had reach-
[} ‘l |'.|!;’}'-ht--'l|]!'i glreet, '-'.'i.'!'IJ I l'.lll_l,’lll
| sight of her sbout & block ahead of me,
[ snd walking slowly in the
1 Lirn. wi n=

ebibing away

nae, a8

ame direc-

] fe

~le Kad ' ||,l_r were

In'l

Irom

usunl springy step, and bright, cheerful
manner, But I bhurdly more than no-
ticed her: for, \\‘l!imilll;_' ’._\,' her =ide, apw
| parently tulking to her, | saw, as plain-
{ ly az [ now see you,"” said Browne, rais-
ing himself to an upright position in
his ehair, and looking fixedly at me, ** 1
saw—I1t 1"

“elt ! Why, what on earth do you
mean, Browne?' cried I, feeling cold
chills run down my back and creep into
the ealves of my legs.

*The stout, burly figure of a man,
with a high-erowned, broad-brimmed
hat, and masses of rusty hair falling on
its shoulders. It was elud in o clowk of
dusky gray, and wore
and stockings of the same color. It
stalked along the pavement in clumsy
high-heeled shoes, in a manner that
would have been ridiculous, had I been
in any mood for laughing,”

* | should have felt in a mood to kick
| him into the street!” declared 1, va-

liantly.

Browne's manner that made me a littlo

doubtful whether 1 would have done
|50, after all. He continued, without
heeding my interruption

“It struck me as especially strange | passed; the City Ilall was lelt behind ;

knee-breeches |

|

|

|
[ Wighted my love, perhaps purposed in|

al every step; | soul rose up in hatred and definnee, .
there was an indeseribable droop and | hurned to rush after 1t and grapple with | liquid in the jar, and that part which
Lingour about her, so different from her | It, though death should be the forfeit | had escaped remained invisible, while
| of

But there was something in |

| that, notwithstanding the great pecu- |

[ general appearance, and though it was
broand davlight and the avenue well
lilled, no one seemod to notice or even
gee It. Even Miss Hammill, I fancied,
did not realize its presence, though she
wis certainly in some way impressed by
| [t. She never looked at or appeared
otherwise conscious of It than as hear.
ing. or rather feeling, what It gaid. Oc.
casionally she would winee or shrink,
ns il its words were blows and stahs
and at such times the figure would ap-
pear vastly amused, throwing back its
head, raising its hands, and contorting
its burly form, as if indulging in an im.
moderate fit of laughter,

“When Icame up with Miss Ham
mill, [ was only conscious of a cubtile
influence in the mir. 1 felt again that
mysterious cliill of horror at my heart ;
and though | was walking beside her,
and her arm was in mine, she seemed
immensurable miles away."”

Browne paused and drew a deep
breath. As for me, | felt the cold chills
worse than ever., | pmlroll out a glass
of wine with trembling hand and drank
it hurriedly. 1t was really a very cold
night!

“Under such circumstanees,” eon-
tinued Browne, *il was not strange that
our grecting was quiet, almost formnl,
I knew she was aware of an evil pres
ence, ns well as 1. Could she have been
separated from herself, she might have
soen It; as it was, that was resorved for
me only. But we both knew that, even
at that moment, It wagz there—between
us, around vs, exerting =ome malignant
spell over us, to separate, perhaps de-
stroy us.,  And why should It have
power to injure us thus? Had she not
[ sworn on the ring to be true till death
| to the giver, Was not | the giver?

Yot she was lost to me, and | could feel
[ the ring upon her finger, as her hand
{ rested in my arm: it seemed to burn
and sear my flesh, as if it had been
| heated in hell fire.

“So we walked onward, pretty much
| in silenee, and soon reached her house,

I bade her farewell on the doorstep, for
[ I had no heart to enter, even hml she
invited me. ‘' You have been alone all
day? | asked her, a2 I turned to go,
‘All alone,” replied she, in a sad, far-

f {'m always alone now,

liarity of the figure's dress, manner, and |

| drawing me onward ceased at once, like

except for my thoughts;' and then she
shivered, and shrank into herself, as it
were from a stab, 1 lelt her standing
there, and turning as 1 reached the end
of the bloek, she stood there still ; but
oh, horror! by her side stood again that
gloomy, fantastic shape, with high-
crowned hat and dusty cloak, tossing
its arms about, and actually capering
with ghastly jollity! As | gazed, hor-
ror-stricken, the t.l,nor opened, and she
assed in and disappeared; and the

ysterious figure, turning toward me
took off its hat with a flourish, an
made me a low mock obeisance ; then,
with a parting wave of the hand, It
stalked in after her. I knew that It
and 1 would meet again ; but something
in my heart told me that I had seen the
last of Alice Hammill.

“ After I reached home, [ found that
my recollection of the weird figure,
though vivid enough, seemed: more
like the memory of a dream than of a
reality. Having escaped from its im-
mediate influence, 1 persuaded myself
it must be some extraordinary mental
or optical delusion : and 1T went to bed,
resolved to see whether a good night's
rest would not nid in dispelling it,

“1 woke this morning feeling fresh
and strong, and determined to see Miss
Hammill at once, tell her all my fears
and fancies, and prove to mysell and
her that it was all a wretched delusion.
No, having eaten a hearty breakfast at
the Fifth Avenue Hn(oi‘ I set off, and
in a guarter of an hour stood on the
door-step. I rang the bell, and the ser-
vant appeared,

Y6l want to see Miss Hammill. Is
she in?'

# ¢ Yes, sir,) returned the man ; ‘but
she's very bad with the headache, and
can't see no one, The doctor says as
how she's out of her head, sir,!

“ Do you mean to say she's insane ¥
cried I, with a terrible throl, of my
heart.

“4Not just that, sir,’ replied he ; *but
he says she must be kept quite quiet,
gir, for =everal days, and, more espe-
cially, not see any one she cared for,
sir.’

“ 1 turned away, sick at heart, and at
that moment | felt again that nameless,
creeping chill, as if some unholy thing
had brushed past me. Impelled by a
dark foreboding, | looked down the
street, and there, standing clearly de-

fined mm the erisp winter sunlight, I saw
the Thing again,”

“What! this very morning?"” gasped |
I, half expecting to see the grisly |
phantom rise up between us,  *Oh, not
this very morning, Browne?" Dut it
was no use,

“This morning,” repeated
“about eleven o'clock. It
beckoning to me impatiently, as if to |
follow Tt. It stamped its foot i:u|-u.--:
r:ously, and pointed down the avenue.
And all al once a wild passion took pos. |
session of me. ‘There stood the Thing |
that had destroyed my

Prowne, |
i there |

iiu}»[-illn-se-,

My whole |
|

deprive me of life itsell,

the struggle, | did not care for |
death, if [ mght have revenge. And |
there It still  stood, beckoning to

me. | sprang down the steps, and then }
n ghastly chase began.”

“Good gracious, Browne!™ exclaimed
[, piteously; *vou don't mean to say
you ran after [t?"  But he did not hear |
me-—I don't think he knew I was in the
room—=so nbsorbed was he in the recol-
lection of his dgeadful adventure.

“The figure stalked on in front of
me,'" said he, * with long, easy strides,
once in a while cutting the most gro-
tezgue capers, flinging out its legs, and
flourishing its arms abroad. It was al-
ways sbout sixty yards ahead, and |
found it impossible to lessen the dis-
tance. But the faster | walked, the
better pleased It seemed to be, skipping
with frantic glee nlong the frozen pave-
ments, and ever and anon hall’ turning
round to motion me onward still more
rapidly, Stop I could not : I'was drawn
onward by an irresistible power that no
will of mine could modify or overcome,
But | had no desire to pause; my own
heart drove me like a goad.

“tm we rushed! Canal street was
and at last the railing of Trinity Church
vard appeared, with the eclustering
groups of time-worn grave-gtones behind
it.  And then the strain that had been

the enapping of a cord, and 1 realized
for the first time how weak and exhaust-
ed 1 was, Butstill 1 staggered onward :
I would see the end, though already
half suspecting what it was to be,

1 reached the gate of the grave-yard
and looked through the bars into the
enclosure; and there, sitting on & gray,
crumbling head stone, leaning with its

head on its hands and its elbows
on its knees, [ saw It for the last
time, It looked at me with an awful

leer ; a sombre shadow fell about [t
which the cheerful sunshine could not
penetrate; but the eyes of the mysteri
ous figure emitted a dusky, phosphores.
cent glare, illuminating its features with
a pale, unnatural light, The face was
that of acorpse already mouldering in-
to its native earth, and as [ looked It
seemed gradually to erumbleaway ; the
shadow grew duskier, until only the
phosphorescent gleam was visible; then
too that faded, an i¢y gust swept through
the church-yard, and I heard the clock
strike noon."

As Browne concluded he sank back
in & chair,and began to shiver as if in an
aguefit, Atsuch a moment all personal
conziderations give way to the exigen-
cies and impulses of the moment, |
,.. ured out the last glass of wine in the

wottle, and myself jorced it down his
throat. Anything was better than to
see hit thus: and he had gaid that the
presence of the ghost nlways produced
a shuddering | But [ was resolved to
believe my friend insane, or dying, or
anything else, in preference to putting
faith in the awful vision he believed
himzelf to have seen,

“Come, come, Browne, you're sick,
and that's the whole difficulty,” assert-
ed I, stoutly, “Stay with me tonight,
and if you aren't better to-morrow, we'll
have the doctor here."

The wine seemed partially to have re-
stored Drowne's nerve., He sat up and
gazed at me with a dead, hopeless ex-
’»n-.winu in his eyes, that did not
ook much like improvement. He
#hook his head when | repeated the in-
vitation,

“ No, no,”" said he; “ I must be off, I

shall leave here next Monday, and shall
never come back, Alice is dead—to me,
at all events, Here,” he added, hand-
ing me 1 oard =" there's the inseription
on the gravestrne : | copied it down
after—  And here's an old piece of pa-
ner, in which 1 found the ring folded
up. It has some writing on it, I believe,
and may explain something: you're
good atthatsort of thing, Good night !”
And before I could speak again he was
gone, and I saw him no more. On the

card was written :

*In memory of Tuosas Munnay,
Whgdlnd February 6, 1771,
eguiesont in pace,

“ Rather a satire on the old fellow
that ‘requiescat in pace,’"” commente
|—“that is if Browne should turn out to
be & lunatie !" The paper he had given
me was old and yellow, and the writing
on it appeared too illegible to puzzle out
that night, No, resolved tosee him the
next day, and talk it all over in a sober
and sensible way, I yawned sleepily and
retired,

That night I had a very vivid dream,
in which the marvelous story related to
me by Browne was in some way mixed
up with the old manuseript I had pur-
chased in Ann street. | imagined that
all the blank spaces were filled out, and
with the names of Browne, Alice Ham-
miil, and Thomas Murray, | myself fig-
uring us the copier and compiler of the
whole

With the first light of day 1 sprang
out of bed, the influence of my dream
still strong upon me, and rushed into
my study after the manuseript. There
it lay on the top shelf of my book-case,
where T had placed it the night before ;
but a jarof some chemical liquid, which
[ remembered to have seen standing
around ever since | was a boy, and which
I had been told was an heir-loom in our
family for many generations, had fallen
over on it and broken, and the liquid
had run out and deluged the manuseript
completely, With a sigh tor the sud
fate of the jar, I took down the papers
and opened them,

The =ight that met my eyes made me
feel as if the roots of my hair were alive
and moving! All theblanks were filled
up with names, written in a pale, red-
digh ink; and they were all exactly ns
I had dreamed they were. Thomas
Murray was the young farmer whose life
had been blighted by the lawyer, who
was none other than Brown himself!
while the lady who had caused all the
trouble was Alice Hammill! And—
yes! | was there too! My name was
signed to the note appended to Thomas
Murray’s prayer for vengeance—*.John
Simpson" in full!

“ Now how thedeuce,” soliloguized I,
“did those names get written down
there? They certainly weren't there
vesterday, Ah! here's one only halt
written! How's vhat?  Ah!” [ ex-
cluimed, drawing a long breath of re-
lief, 1 see now ! Sympathetic writing,
by George! and it was the old jar of
chemicals brought it out 1"

Such was the fact, One of the names,
written near a corner of the paper, liad
partially escaped being wetted by the

the rest presented the same pale, veddish
inge as the others, In this, likewise, |
saw the explanation of the existence
of the jar in our family during so many
vears, Doubtless my old ancestor, John
Simpson, when he wrote the names in
sympathetic ink, had provided himself
with the reagent to be used when nead.
ed ; and the occasionr not arising with
his own life, it had passed down from
one generation to another, until all re.
membrance of its original purpose had
heen lost : i'nrlun;ltv]y, however, it had
not been itself so forgetful, but had
sacrificed itself to duty precisely at the
proper time,

This turn of affairs, though decidedly
exciting, substantiated iy friend
Browne's story too completely to be
altogether pleasant, Comparing his
copy of the tombstone inscription with
that in the manuscript, I found them
word lor word identical, I next be-
thought myself of the piece of paper
whichi Browne had found with the ring.
On examining it [ discovered it to be
neither more nor less than the original
of Murray's letter to Browne, professing
reconcilintion! Really, things were be-
coming disagreeably clear.

The result of my meditations was
that i had better hunt up Browne, tell
him all 1 had llir‘l‘ll\'!‘l'l‘il, and consult
with him on its significance and im-
portance. The connection o! the char-
geters in the deama of a hundred years
ggo with those of to-day was fully es-
tablished. The dreadful prayer for
vengeance made by the dying Murray
had evidently been granted—at the
peril of his own soul, I could not doulit
—but still granted. Only one mystery
still awaited solution: why had the
refribution come go late? why had it
been reserved for my friend and the
woman he loved to expiate the crimes
of their long-buried ancestors ?

Here the incident of the ring recurred
to my mind. 1 remembered having
idly speculated on the possibility of its
being a talisman whereby the spirit of
its owner might be enabled to persecute
the wearer of it; and looking ut the
matter in the new light I had obtained,
it seemed not unfeasible. In his dying
moments Murray had sent this ring, en-
crusted with the hate and passion of all
the years of his blighted life, to the man
who had ruined him. Doubtless he
had believed that if he or any of his
race were to accept and wear it, it
would have power, if any thing could,
to infuse into their hearts and souls
some of the misery and poison which
had been exhaled into it by his.  Ap.
parently it had been laid aside and for.
gotten until discovered by my friend;
and Aliece Hammill, the descendant of
that family hy the son mentioned as
being absent in Europe, had receivea
us o pledge of betrothal the greatost
curse which it was possible to bring
upon her. Acting upon her delicate
and sensitive nature, the ring had dis-
tilled its morbid poison to the best ad-
vantage, paralyzing her with the ghast
ly shadow of the crime which had
mouldered unavenged throughout a
century. And Browne, by virtue of hi
love for her, had come in also for his
share of the punishment so long de-
ferred. Their souls had been united,
and the same baleful influence that
had poisoned her, had exercised its in-
fluence on him also. He had made
her swear fealty to the giver of the
ring ;: but was f:o the real giver? was
it not rather the gift of the ter-
rible phantom which had haunted

|
F
r

them ? and did not that oath give It the
power to do so? For haunted boyond a
doubt they were ; whether by the actual
semblance of o disembodied apirit, or
by the fantasy of a diseased mind and
imaginatlon, made little difference ; the
effect was the same ; and until we at-
tain to a far more lueid theory for such
mysteries than we possess al present,
we must accept the old explanation as
twice as simple and quite as probable as
any other, But the question was now,
what was to be the end ?

I started out on my search for Browne
immediately after breukfast. Not find-
ing him at home, I thought it probable
he would be at Miss Haummull's, and
thither accordingly | betcok myself,
But he was not there; and the servant
who answered the beli told me that
Miss Alice had been growing gradually
worse, and that the doctor gave alight
hopes of her ever recovering her mind.
I have often wondered since whether
she still wore the ring,

So all day long 1 wandered over New
York, searching for my friend; but
night closed in, and still 1 had not
found him. The following afternoon,
however, | got upon his track, and fol-
lowed him from one point to another
till I traced him to the Hudson River
depot, Just before I reached there the
eignt P. M. express had left, carryin
him a passenger in the sleeping-car. ?
heard the whistle of the engine as it
rushed away, carrying many a soul on a
longer journey than they had ever be-
fore undertaken: all the world has
heard of the disuster of New Hamburg!
Living or dead, | never saw my friend
again, nor was his body ever, so far as |
know, recovered. Doubtless it was bet-
ter so: he never could have found life
sweet on earth agnin. But often, in the
evenings, as [ sit before my fire, I think
of him and of the gray, erumblin
tombstone in Trinity Church-yard, anﬁ
marvel that life should seem so simple
and commonplace,

The Promissory Note.
[After the Manner of Pue.|
In the lonesome lntter years,

(Fatal years!)
To the dropping of my tears
Danced the mad and mystic spheres
In a rounded, recling rune,

‘Neath the moon,

To the dripping and the dropping of my tear-.

Ah, my =oul is swathed in gloom,
(Ulalume!)
In o dim Titanie tomb,
For my gaunt and gloomy soul
Ponders o'er the penal soroll,
O'er the parchment (not u rhyme),
Out of place,—out of time,—
[ am shredded, shorn, unshifty,
(0, the fifty 1)
And the daya have passed, the three,
Over me!
And the debit and the credit are a= one to him
and me,

"Twae the random ranes [ wrote
At the hottom of the note
Wrote, and freely
Hnve toHreelev ),
Inthe middle of the night,
In the mellow. moonles« night,
When the stars were out of sight,
When my pulses, like a knell,
{Lernfel 1)
Danced with dim and dying fays
O%r the rains of my duys, -
O0'er the dimless, timeles« days,
When the fifty, drawn ot thirty,
sooming thrilty, vet the dirty
Luore of the market, wis the most that
raise!

I ecould

Fiends controlled it,
Let him hold it D
Devild held for me the inkstand and the pen ;
Now the days of groee nre o'er,
(Ah, Lenorel)
[ am but a2 other men;
What is time, time, tine,
To my riure und runie rhyme,
To my random, recling rhyme,
By the sands nlong the shore,
Where the tempest whispers, ” Pay him {" and I
ANSWEr,
'* Nevermore |
—

Yarieties.

A LEADING article—A locomotive,

A Leoar Convevaxce—The prisoner’s
van.

SELF-MADE men are very apt to wor-
e-]li}a their maker.

To keer potatoes from freezing, bake
them for breakfast.

Leaarn, Mes—The ancient
used to try cases by Jewry.

Hebrews

Witar is the next thing to “killing
no murder?" Sleighing time,

Ir vou are out in a driving storm,
don’t attempt to hold the rains,

Tur singer who brought down the
house has refused to rebuild it,

A vouse lady, recently betrothed,
saye that C, O, D, means Call on Dad,

Wihes there is a spanking breeze bad
children should be put out to take the
nir,

How ro make o Horsep—Put a can-
dle near your pillow and read yourself
Lo Z‘ill‘(‘l'.

Ax old “settler”"—The old lady who
gent a farmer ten cents that had been
due twenty-nine years,

A vounag lady sends this: How to
prevent chappy cheeks—Have nothing
to do with cheeky chaps.

A rroMiNeNT journalist has offered a
reward of ten thousand dollars for a
tale that will make his hair stand on
end. He iz entirely bald.

A Caicaco elergyman having preached
from the text ** Where are the Nine?"
the Post replies: “ Most of them are
with the Haymakers—and the rest
have gone to grass.”

Ax ill-natured contemporary says
Rhode Island goes for narrow guage
railronds because she wants both rails to
lie within her own territory.

“ Terrn the mistress that [ have torn
the curtain,” said a gentleman lodger
to a female domestic. “ Very well,
sir ; mistress will put it down as rent.”

McGenan, the alleged murderer of
Tom Meyers, at Hamilton, O,, one year
ago, and who was recently acquitted at
Dayton, received a wvarm reception on
his return home, on Christmas day,
During the afternoon, sensational
handbills were posted through the city,
inviting the people to meet at the
court-house in the evening., A lurge
meating was held, at which resolutions
were adopted denouncing judge, jury,
and all in any way connected with the
nequittal, and pointedly intimating to
McGehan that it would conduce to his
own health and happiness of Hamilton
weare lll‘ al once to Sl‘t‘k a midenc“
elsewhere,

A uax in Keokuk county, lowa, tried
to drive n herd of cattle across the
river, the other day. When the ice
breaks up, they expect to find most of
the animale,




